Filiations with the Metaphysicals
Batter my heart, three person'd God; for, you
As yet but knocke, breathe, shine, and seeke to^mend;
That I may rise, and stand, overthrow me,* and bend
Your force, to breake, blowe, burn and make me new.
I, like an usurpt towne, to'another due,
Labour to'admit you, but Oh, to no end,
Reason your viceroy in mee, mee should defend,
But is captiv'd, and proves weake or untrue.
There is the same violent conflict between the sceptical mind
and the believing heart, the same anguished honesty and sens-
ual alertness in the expression of the struggle, the same
energy of feeling forcing the rhythm out of its natural smooth-
ness, even the hard throb of the alliterative phrasing is the
same:
God's most deep decree
Bitter would have me taste.
Bones built in me ... blood brimmed the curse
is paralleled by:
Batter my heart...
bend
Your force, to break, blowe, burn and make me new.
If one turns from Hopkins to those poets of our own time
who have learned his packed expressive style, one finds pas-
sages which fairly parallel this sonnet. There are lines in the
Choruses of Auden's charade, Paid on Both Sides^ which echo
its opening:
O watcher in the dark, you wake
Our dream of waking, we feel
Your finger on the flesh that has been skinned.
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